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Madana

Like an endless meaning in the
narrow span of a song.

Chitra

The southern breeze caressed me
to sleep. From the flowering Malati
bower overhead silent kisses dropped
over my body. On my hair, my
breast, my feet, each flower chose a
bed to die on. I slept. And, sud-
denly in the depth of my sleep, I felt
as if some intense eager look, like
tapering fingers of flame, touched my
slumbering body. I started up and
saw the Hermit standing before me.
The moon had moved to the west,
peering through the leaves to espy
this wonder of divine art wrought in
a fragile human frame. The air was
heavy with perfume; the silence of
the night was vocal with the chirping
of crickets; the reflections of the trees